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women of the tribe than to their camels which drew a good
part of their liquid nourishment from the succulent herbs of
the desert, that sped various members of the Ghafran far and
wide over the country in search of pleasanter sources during
their prolonged sojourn in what they normally considered to
be only summer pastures.
It was our chief guide, 'Ali ibn Salih ibn Jahman, that
lighted on Shanna, a typical hollow amid the desert sands
with exposed patches of the underlying gypseous rock on this
side and that. It was in just such spots that experience had
taught the desert tribes to look for water, though they had
no means of divining the character of the liquid that might
be found. They would dig and trust to God, and it was a
merciful dispensation of Providence that, if the water was
salt, they would come to it at comparatively shallow levels
without too great an effort of labour* The deeper they went
without discovery of moisture the more certain it became that
they would either never come to water at all or would find it
less briny than that of the familiar shallow pits. So they
would dig on, having nothing very much better to do ; and
'Ali had dug down his narrow shaft in the soft gypsum to a
depth of 55 feet before he came to what he sought and called
it Shanna—sweet water, if you please, with just a taint of
bitterness therein, the best water of all the neighbourhood.
From that day to this Shanna has been the cynosure of
grazing or raiding tribesmen, a fount of life in the southern
sands and equally for that reason a source of death and
danger. None approaches Shanna but with circumspection ;
none remains there, on the well itself, longer than may be
necessary to water the beasts and fill the skins. We were
offending against the canons of the desert in occupying the
well for 48 hours, but were we not the King's men with the
King's camels ? Yet we remained nervously, our tempers
frayed as much by the uncertainty of our plans as by the fear
of unwelcome visitors.
Some days earlier Zayid and 'Ali Jahmart, having scoured
the countryside in vain for signs of grazing Arabs, had visited
Shanna and scored the King's brand-mark in the moist sand
by the well's mouth by way of declaring our identity—a

